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she passed him in the porch, pressing close to him she
whispered :
" Oh, you swine !   Go along . . . she wants you/'
" Who ? " Gregor breathed the question.
" She! "
An hour later, when Natalia and the children were asleep,
Gregor, his greatcoat fastened close around him, emerged
with Aksinia from the gate of the Astakhovs' yard. They
stood silent a moment in the dark side-street and wei^t as
silently into the steppe, which beckoned with its stillness,
its darkness, and the intoxicating perfume of the young
grass. Wrapping her in the edge of his greatcoat, Gregor
pressed Aksinia to him and felt her trembling, while her
heart beat violently and spasmodically beneath her jacket.